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Wards by BION BOURCICAULT \ Esq . Arranged by JOHN P. COOKE, Esq. 
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1 . At sixteen years of age I was my mother s fair - hair d hoy, 
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kept a lit - tie huxter shop, her name it was Itlal - loy; 
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heav'n bless you Pat;’ says she “and don’t for- tfet 




iry boy r J7tat o-uld 
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Oil. h.. la d is a pirty place, of goold there is no lack- 
I triuL eu from Abrk to London vvid me scythe upon me back; 
T.»e ih> 1 i < 1 a iris are beautiful, their loves I dont decline, 

Y.ie eating am. the drill. ling too is beautiful and tine ; 

3..t in a corner of me heart which nobody can see 
Two eyes of Irish hue are always peeping out at me! 

Ch * lolly darlin never fear iin still your own dear boy_ 
Ould Ireland is me country , and me name is Pat LCalloy. 
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From Ireland to America across the seas I roam 
And every shilling that I got ah sure I sent it home,. 

Ivle mother could it wrtte hut oh there came from Fader Toyce. 
‘Oh, heaven bless you” Pat says she- I hear me mothers voice! 

ISot now I’m going home again, as poor as I began, 

To make a happy girl of .loll and sure I think I can; 


e pockets they are em pty hut me heart is fold wi:l jcy: 
For ould Ireland is me country, and me rut ' e is Fit - alloy . 
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